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INDIANA 


LAND OF ROTARY-BORN CHEER 


Sam ——AHIS little volume is not 


y, 


Indiana literati on parade. 
It is brought forth merely 
to disclose to International 
Rotary the cheer, the optimism, the 
spirit that pervades the Land of the 
Hoosier, aland wherein Rotary prin- 
ciples are expounded as a gospel of 
gladness. 


It would take a mighty volume 
to exploit all the literature born of 
Indiana. Aye, volumes and more 
volumes. Only a bit of the happy 
philosophy of Hoosierdom can be 
unfolded here, but it is hoped that 
these few lines will serve to make 
the reader happy and send him home 
fully realizing that truly Indiana is a 
glowing exemplification of the spirit 
of Rotary. 


The fact is, Rotarians, that it 
would take a massive volume merely 


to print the names of those who write 
in Indiana, but, just to prove that 
Hoosierdom holds a distinguished 
niche in the Hall of Fame, Indiana 
Rotary proudly points to the following 
names that are indelibly written in 
the history of American literature: 


George Ade 

Eleanor Atkinson 
James Baldwin 

Albert J. Beveridge 
Katherine Evans Blake 
W. S. Blatchley 

Sarah T. Bolton 
Marjorie Benton Cooke 
Theodore Dreiser 
Jacob Dunn 

Edward Eggleston 
George C. Eggleston 
Max Ehrmann 

John Finley 

Wm. Dudley Foulke 
Strickland Gillilan 
Louise Closser Hale 
Benjamin Harrison 
Paul L. Haworth 

John Hay 

Chas. P. Henderson 
Wm. Herschell 

Kin Hubbard 

Robert Hunter 

Annie Fellows Johnston 
George B. McCutcheon 
John T. McCutcheon 
John Clark Ridpath 
Charles S. Major 
Elizabeth Miller Hack 


tiie 


Wm. Vaughan Moody 
Wilbur D. Nesbit 
Meredith Nicholson 
Robert Dale Owen 

; David Graham Phillips 
Gene Stratton Porter 
James Whitcomb Riley 
Booth Tarkington 
James M. Thompson 
Gen’l Lew Wallace 
David Starr Jordan 
Joaquin Miller 

Thos. R. Marshall 
Chas. W. Fairbanks 
Robert Underwood Johnson 
Robert Cortes Holliday 
Maurice Thompson 
Irving Bacheller 

Mary H. Catherwood 
& Johnny Gruelle 
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James Whitcomb Riley 


GOODBY ER HOWDY DO 
By James Whitcomb Riley 


Say goodby er howdy do— 

What's the odds betwixt the two? 
Comin’—goin’ ev’ry day— 

Best friends first to go away— 
Grasp of hands you’d ruther hold 
Than their weight in solid gold 
Slips their grip while greetin’ you— 
Say goodby er howdy do! 


Howdy do, and then, goodby— 

Mixes jes’ like laugh and cry; 

Deaths and births, and worst and best, 
Tangled their contrariest ; 

Ev’ry jinglin’ weddin’ bell 

Skeerin’ up some funer’l knell— 

Here’s my song, and there’s your sigh— 
Howdy do, and then goodby! 


Say goodby er howdy do? 

Jes’ the same to me and you; 
’Taint worth while to make no fuss, 
‘Cause the job’s put up to us! 
Some One’s runnin’ this concern 
That’s got nothin’ else to learn: 

Ef He’s willin’, we'll pull through— 
Say goodby er howdy do! 


Permission 
Bobbs- Merrill Company 
Indianapolis 


RILEY’S TRIBUTE TO ROTARY 


Although Rotarian James Whitcomb Riley, 
beloved for his songs of cheer and sweet 
philosophy, has crossed the bay to the far 
Foreverland, there is one bit of sentiment he 
uttered in tribute to Rotary that must remain 
imperishable. 


In 1916, when Indianapolis Rotary moved off 
on its pilgrimage to the international conven- 
tion, Mr. Riley penned this message to his 
fellows bound in the happy cause of ‘service 
above self.’’ 


To The Rotarians: 
Greatings and felicitations,-- 


If a word of congratulation may be 
addressed to you, may I say that The Ro- 
tarias, collectively and individually -~ 
have struck the target-center of my ideal 
of what a club should be, For there 
sit artist, minister and business man, not 
feeling sorry for each other in the least, 
but instead, heartily applauding Art, 
Square Dealing toward God ahd man, and 
Enterprise, all three alike, each happy 
fellow betting on the other as just his 
kind of a man, 


On behalf of the Hoosiers may I con- 


vey the salutations and fervent best wishes 
in the immortal words of Dickens, "God 
bless us every one,” 


Loyeally and fraternally yours, 


June 2lst, 
19 2 6. 


George Ade 


WAYSIDE AMBITION 
By George Ade 


(This quaint Hoosierism first appeared in the 
Chicago Record in 1895) 


I want to be a brakeman, 
Dog gone! _ 
Legs hangin’ over the edge of a flat car, 
Train goin’ ’bout twenty-five miles ’n hour, 
Kickin’ the dog-fennel ‘long the track— 
That’s what a brakeman does. 


I want to be a brakeman, 
I jing! 
Makin’ the boys get off the platform, 
Cussin’ the drayman if the skids is lost. 
Hollers, ‘Back ’er a len’th,’’ and engineer has 
to 
That’s a brakeman for ye! 


No conductor for me, just a brakeman, 
By hen! 
Can make a couplin’ on the dead run, 
Has spring-bottom pants ’n’ braid on his clothes 
Carries a lantern at night ,’n’ cap over his ears— 
That’s a brakeman, I'll tell ye! 


I want to be a brakeman, 
Geeminently! 
Stand in with agents and op’rators, 
Gits to Peru every night ’n’ sees a show, 
Knows the numbers of the trains, chaws 
tobacker— 
He’s a regular one, you bet! 


'N’ I want to be head brakeman, 
Gol-lee! 
Twistin’ ’er hard, smoke rollin’ ‘round y'u, 
Country people stoppin’ work to look, 
Girls wavin’ at y’u all the way to Peru; 
I'll be one, too, some day. 
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One good thing about near beer, you 


kin pay fer it without feelin’ it. 
—Kin Hubbard. 
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ROTARIAN 
TELL BINKLEY’S CREED 


By Abe Martin 
(Kin Hubbard) 


He profits most who serves best. 


I shall go thro’ life puttin’ up hammocks fer 
others t’ enjoy. 


I shall allus believe that honesty ‘Il pay if he’s 
got it. 

If I marry I shall strive t’ keep my neck jest 
as cleanly shaven as when I wuz sparkin’. 


I shall never ask a feller what’s goin’ on simply 
because he’s wearin’ a clean collar. 


I shall never ask a strange woman for her 
telephone address because she thanks me for 
some small favor. 


I shall never give any one a nickel cigar. 
I shall allus willin’ly serve on any committee. 


If I run out o’ terbacker I'll think it’s fer th’ 
best. 


If I ever make as high as thirty-five dollars a 
week, I'll still be true t’ my obligations t’ 
society. 


I shall live so I kin go t’ th’ theater without 
bein’ afraid my grocer’ll be there. 


I'll never buy a car till I git on a payin’ basis. 


I'll never ask a question jest t’ answer it 
myself. 
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I'll never start in t’ knock by sayin’ ‘‘o’course, 
I don’t want t’ knock, but,’’ an’ then begin t’ 
knock. 


I shall allus strive t’ hold my head up although 
my collar hain’t rough. 

I will not believe any girl is as bad as she’s 
painted. 

If I see a married feller eatin’ his breakfast 
down town, I shall believe ther’s two sides t’ th’ 
story. . 

If I should ever become a clerk in a men’s 
toggery shop I will not show a customer th’ 
kind I wear. 

If I see a feller wearin’ a straw hat an’ Prince 
Albert coat I shall believe he has a true heart 
until convinced otherwise. 


If I see a feller buyin’ lemon extract, I shall 
assume it’s fer culinary purposes. 


I shall never wear suspenders with a belt. 


I shall allus believe that all men are born 
equal, but that some are better on th’ git away. 


I shall allus believe that a self-serve resturint 
is contrary t’ th’ true spirit of Rotary. 


Most o’ th’ girls we see comin’ out 
o” beauty parlors look like they hadn’ 
been waited on.—Kin Hubbard. 
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Wilbur D. Nesbit 


YOUR FLAG AND MY FLAG 
By Wilbur D. Nesbit 


Your flag and my flag, 
And how it flies today 
In your land and my land 
And half a world away! 
Rose-red and blood-red 
The stripes forever gleam ; 
Snow-white and soul-white— 
The good forefathers’ dream ; 
Sky-blue and true-blue, with stars to gleam 
aright— 
The gloried guidon of the day; a shelter 
through the night. 


Your flag and my flag! 
And, oh, how much it holds— 
Your land and my land— 
Secure within its folds! 
Your heart and my heart 
Beat quicker at the sight; 
Sun-kissed and wind-tossed— 
Red and blue and white. 
The one flag—the great flag—the flag for me 
and you— 
Glorified all else beside—the red and white and 
blue! 


Bermiesion 
P. F., Volland Co. 
Chicago 


William Herschell 


LONG BOY 


By William Herschell 


(This song has been called the Yankee Doodle 
- of the World War) 


He was just a long, lean country gink 


From ’way out West where th’ hoptoads wink; 


He was six-feet-two in his stockin’ feet 
An’ kept gittin’ thinner th’ more he’d eat. 
But he was as brave as he was thin, 
When th’ war broke out he got right in, 
Unhitched his plow, put th’ mule away, 
Then th’ old folks heard him say: 


CHORUS 


Goodby, Maw! Goodby, Paw! 
Goodby, Mule, with yer old hee-haw. 

I may not know what the’ war’s about, | 
But you bet, by gosh, I'll soon find out. 
An’, O, my sweetheart, don’t you fear, 
I'll bring you a King fer a souvenir, 

I'll git you a Turk an’ a Kaiser, too, 
An’ that’s about all one feller could do. 


One pair of socks was his only load 


When he struck fer town by th’ old dirt road. 


He went right down to th’ public square 

An’ fell in line with th’ soldiers there. 

Th’ Sergeant put him in uniform, 

His gal knit mitts fer to keep him warm; 
They drilled him hard, they drilled him long, 
Then he sang his farewell song: 

Permission 


Shapiro Bernstein & Co. 
New York 


et 
ee OR te CH 


icholson 


ith N 


Mered 


TOLERANCE 


By Meredith Nicholson 


Last summer I found shelter from a storm on 
the veranda of an Ohio farmhouse and dis- 
cussed with the owner the changing times. 


‘You see that big elm out yonder,’’ he said; 
‘‘that tree has bent under thousands of storms, 
but there it stands. I guess this country’s like 
that tree. It’s a mighty good thing God made 
America so she'll give a little.” 


The secret of the permanence of the American 
system of government lies in its flexibility; 
it will ‘‘give a little.”’ But the deep-rooted 
trunk stands like a pillar against the shocks of 
time. 


“Democracy,’’ said Theodore Parker, 
‘doesn’t mean I’m as good as you are, but 
you’re as good as I am.’’ In other words, a 
government of the people must be based upon 
equality and tolerance. 


The year will be marked by political con- 
flict. In the fury of controversy it will be said 
that if one or another leader is victor, America 
will perish. But a nation created and preserved 
by the wisdom and devotion of countless far- 
seeing, liberty-loving men and women is not so 
easily to be destroyed. 


When my neighbor and I discuss politics, we 
often disagree, but never in bitterness. When 


occasion calls for a display of the starry flag from 
my window, I find that he, too, has flung Old 
Glory to the breeze. Often I have cast my 
ballot on the losing side, but the success of the 
men and measures I have voted against has 
never wrought the havoc I feared. 


We do well to think of America in terms of 
neighborliness. What concerns the man next 
door is my affair also. I would not consciously 
do him an injury; I will yield a point to help 
him. 


We are secure only when the heart of the 
nation throbs responsive to the rhythmic beat 
of the hearts of the million. Prejudice, dis- 
trust, and hatred have no rightful place in a 
democracy. The times call for a display of that» 
amity, generosity, and tolerance which alone can 
bind us all together as neighbors and friends. 


Dwelling together in unity, peace and con- 
cord, we need fear no evil. Unvexed and un- 
hindered by envy, hatred, or malice within our 
gates, we may follow our aspirations up the 
ladder of the stars and win as allies the uncon- 
querable hosts of heaven. 


Copyright 1920 
International Magazine Company 
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HAPPINESS 
By William Dudley Foulke 


Two kinds of sorrows vex your lives with care, 
Things that you can, and things you can not 
mend; 
If you can change them, doit. Why despair? 
_ If not, then why your days in torment spend? 
For beauty is around you everywhere, 
In the blue sky or cloud, at noon or night, 
And glory fills the heavens, and earth is fair 
Whether its mantle be of green or white. 
Whence cometh joy? On many a pampered son 
Nature bestows her richest gifts in vain, 
While from some crippled, poor, neglected one 
Her songs arise with smiles that banish pain. 
The well-spring is within to curse or bless, 
In your own hearts is grief or happiness. 


Copyright 1916 
The Bobbs- Merrill Company 
Indianapolis 
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Booth Tarkington 


DEFLATED! 


When Indiana Rotary asked Booth Tarkington, 
the distinguished author and playwright, to 
take his place on a page in this little volume he 
begged off on the ground of work-weariness. 
His was an honest “I’m sorry,’’ for Mr. Tark- 
ington had just completed another novel. 


In his letter Mr. Tarkington disclosed that, 
tired though he was, the old spark of Hoosier 
humor still glowed. He admitted that he was 
‘‘down,’’ but here is the happy spirit in which he 
admitted it: 


“I’m just deflated after finishing a novel—it 
was either deflate or explode—and I’m as flat 
as baby’s balloon after he took it to bed with 
him !’’ 
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FINNIGIN TO FLANNIGAN 


(Rotarian Strickland Gillilan, Hoosier-born, won 
his first big laugh as an American poet and 
humorist when “‘Life”’ printed this nationally 
famous poem) 


Superintindint wuz Flannigan ; 

Boss av th’ siction wuz Finnigin. 

Whiniver th’ cyars got off th’ thrack 

An’ muddled up things t’ th’ divvle an’ back, 
Finnigin writ it t’ Flannigan, 

Afther th’ wrick wuz all on agin; 

That is, this Finnigin 

Repoorted t’ Flannigan. 


Whin Finnigin furrst writ t’ Flannigan, 

He writed tin pa-ages, did Finnigin ; 

An’ he towld just how th’ wrick occurred— 
Yis, minny a tajus, blundherin’ wurrd 

Did Finnigin write t’ Flannigan 

Afther th’ cyars had gone on agin— 

That’s th’ way Finnigin 

Repoorted t’ Flannigan. 


Now Flannigan knowed more than Finnigin— 
He’d more idjucation, had Flannigan. 

An’ ut wore ’m clane an’ complately out 

T’ tell what Finnigin writ about 

In ’s writin’ t’ Musther Flannigan. 

So he writed this back. ‘‘Musther Finnigin :— 
Don’t do sich a sin agin; 

Make ’em brief, Finnigin!”’ 


Whin Finnigin got that frum Flannigan 

He blushed rosy-rid, did Finnigin. 

An’ he said: ‘I'll gamble a whole month’s pay 
That ut’ll be minny an’ minny a day 

Befure sup’rintindint—that’s Flannigan— 

Gits a whack at that very same sin agin. 

Frum Finnigin to Flannigan 

Repoorts won't be long agin.”’ 


Wan day on th’ siction av Finnigin, 

On th’ road sup’rintinded be Flannigan, 

A ra-ail give way on a bit av a currve 

An’ some cyars wint off as they made th’ 
shwartve. 

‘‘They’s nobody hurted,’’ says Finnigin, 

‘‘But repoorts must be made t’ Flannigan.”’ 

An’ he winked at McGorrigan 

As married a Finnigin. 


He wuz shantyin’ thin, wuz Finnigin, 

As minny a railroader’s been agin, 

An’ ’is shmoky ol’ lamp wuz burrnin’ bright 

In Finnigin’s shanty all that night— 

Bilin’ down ’s repoort, wuz Finnigin. 

An’ he writed this here: ‘‘Musther Flannigan :— 
Off agin, on agin, | 

Gone agin.—Finnigin.”’ 
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Max Ehrmann 


A PRAYER 
By Max Ehrmann 


Let me do my work each day; and if the 
darkened hours of despair overcome me, may 
I not forget the strength that comforted me in 
the desolation of other times. May I still 
remember the bright hours that found me 
walking over the silent hills of my childhood, 
or dreaming on the margin of the quiet river, 
when a light glowed within me, and I promised 
my early God to have courage amid the tempests 
of changing years. Spare me from bitterness 
and from sharp passions of unguarded moments. 
May I not forget that poverty and riches are of 
the spirit. Though the world know me not, 
may my thoughts and actions be such as shall 
keep me friendly with myself. Lift my eyes 
from the earth, and let me not forget the uses 
of the stars. Forbid that I should judge others 
lest I condemn myself. Let me not follow the 
clamor of the world, but walk calmly in my 
path. Give me a few friends who will love me 
for what Iam; and keep ever burning before 
my vagrant steps the kindly light of hope. And 
though age and infirmity overtake me, and I 
come not within sight of my castle of dreams, 
teach me still to be thankful for life, and for 
time’s olden memories that are good and sweet; 
and may the evening’s twilight find me gentle 
still. 

Copyright 1903 


Dodge Publishing Co. 
New York 
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CARTOONIST 
EXTRAORDINARY 


(See “Gee, if it wuz only Saturday night!” Frontispiece) 


~ SMILES 


(This lyric, which had international popularity, was 
written by J. Will Callahan, a sightless Hoosier 
whose optimism is a delight to his friends) 


Dearie, now I know 

Just what makes me love you so, 
Just what holds me and enfolds me 

In its golden glow; 

Dearie, now I see 

’Tis each smile so bright and free, 
For life’s sadness turns to gladness 

When you smile on me. 


CHORUS 

There are smiles that make us happy, 
There are smiles that make us blue, 

There are smiles that steal away the teardrops 
As the sunbeams steal away the dew, 

There are smiles that have a tender meaning 
That the eyes of love alone may see, 

And the smiles that fill my life with sunshine, 
Are the smiles that you give to me. 


Dearie, when you smile 
Ev’rything in life’s worth while, 

Love grows fonder as we wander 
Down each magic mile; 
Cheery melodies 
Seem to float upon the breeze, 

Doves are cooing while they’re wooing 
In the leafy trees. 


Permission Jerome H. Remick & Co. 
Detroit and New York 


AIN’T GOD GOOD TO INDIANA? 
By William Herschell 


Ain’t God good to Indiana? 

Folks, a feller never knows 
Just how close he is to Eden 

Till, sometime, he ups an’ goes 
Seekin’ fairer, greener pastures 

Than he has right here at home, 
Where there’s sunshine in th’ clover 

An’ there’s honey in th’ comb; 
Where th’ ripples on th’ river 

Kind o’ chuckle as they flow— 
Ain’t God good to Indiana? 

Ain’t He, fellers? Ain’t He though? 


Ain’t God good to Indiana? 
Seems to me He has a way 
Gittin’ me all out o’ humor 
Just to see how long I'll stay 
When I git th’ gipsy-feelin’ 
That I'd like to find a spot 
Where th’ clouds ain’t quite so restless, 
Or th’ sun don’t shine as hot. 
But I don’t git far, I'll tell you, 
Till I’m whisp’rin’ soft an’ low: 
Ain’t God good to Indiana? 
Ain't He, fellers? Ain’t He though? 


Ain’t God good to Indiana? 
Other spots may look as fair, 

But they lack th’ soothin’ somethin’ 
In th’ Hoosier sky an’ air. 

They don’t have that snug-up feelin’ 
Like a mother gives a child; 

They don’t soothe you, soul an’ body, 
With their breezes soft an’ mild. 

They don’t know th’ joys 0’ Heaven 
Have their birthplace here below; 

Ain’t God good to Indiana? 
Ain’t He, fellers? Ain’t He though? 


Dermission 
The Bobbs-Merrill Co. 
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INDIANA ROTARY CLUBS 


WHEN AND WHERE 


THEY MEET 
YOURS TO SERVE 
DROP IN 
Anderson Tuesday, Grand Hotel 
Angola Friday, Hotel Hendry 
Bedford Thursday, Christian Church 
Bloomington Wednesday, Hotel Tourner 
Bluffton Friday, Bliss Hotel 


Columbia City 
Wednesday, 126 W. Van Buren St. 


Connersville Friday, McFarlan Hotel 
Crawfordsville Wednesday, Crawford Hotel 
Decatur Thursday, Murray Hotel 
Elkhart Thursday, Elks Temple 
Evansville Tuesday, McCurday Hotel 
Fort Wayne 

Wednesday, Wolff & Dessauer’s Dept. Store 
Frankfort Tuesday, Elite Cafe 
Franklin Wednesday, City Hall 
Goshen Thursday, Hotel Alderman 
Greensburg Monday, Roberts Restaurant 
Hartford City Monday, Blackford Hotel 
Huntington Tuesday, Commercial Club 
Indianapolis Tuesday, Claypool Hotel 
Jeffersonville Tuesday, 130 W. Chestnut St. 
Kendallville Wednesday, Gawthrops Inn 
Kokomo ” Tuesday, Y. M. C. A. 
Lafayette Tuesday, Lahr House 


Lebanon | Friday, Walton Cafe 


‘Logansport 
Madison . 

- Marion 
Michigan City 
Muncie 
New Albany 
Newcastle 
‘Peru 
Princeton 
Richmond 
Rushville 
Seymour 
Shelbyville 
South Bend 
Terre Haute 
Vincennes 
Wabash 
Warsaw 
Washington 
Winchester 


Monday, Barnett Hotel 
Tuesday, Jefferson Hotel 
Tuesday; Spencer Hotel 
Thursday, Y. M. C. A. 
Thursday, Commercial Club 
Monday, Tavern Hotel 
Wednesday, Bundy Hotel 
Tuesday, Bearss Hotel 
Tuesday, Kidd Hotel 
Tuesday, Arlington Hotel 
Tuesday, City Club 

Tuesday, New Lynn Hotel 
Thursday, Elks Club. 
Wednesday, Oliver Hotel 
Tuesday, Hotel Deming 
Tuesday, Grand Hotel 
Wednesday, Christian Church 
Friday, Hotel Hays 
Thursday, Washington Hotel 
Monday, Randolph Hotel 
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